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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

It looked at me with all its limbs; 

It looked at me with all its bark. 
The yellow wrinkles on its sides 

Were bent and dark. 

And then I ran to get away, 

But when I stopped and turned to see, 
The tree was bending to the side 

And leaning out to look at me. 



A CHILD ASLEEP 

And I looked for him everywhere 
Because I wanted him to play; 

And then I found him on his bed 
Asleep, but it was day. 

His eyes were shut behind the lids — 
He couldn't lift them up to see. 

And I looked at him very long, 

And something in him looked at me. 

And he was something like a cat 
That is asleep, and like a dog; 

Or like a thing that's in the woods 
All day behind a log. 

And then I was afraid of it, 

Of something that was sleeping there. 
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I didn't even say his name, 
But I came down the stair. 



MY HEART 

My heart is beating up and down, 

Is walking like some heavy feet. 
My heart is going every day, 

And I can hear it jump and beat. 

At night before I go to sleep 

I feel it beating in my head; 
I hear it jumping in my neck 

And in the pillow on my bed. 

And then I make some little words 
To go along and say with it — 

The men are sailing home from Troy, 
And all the lamps are lit. 

The men are sailing home from Troy, 
And all the lamps are lit. 
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